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(Of ail created things, the loveliest 
And most divine, are children, 
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Alll of us live in a busy world. Each of us have special 
jobs to do — at home, at school.at work and at play. The 
jobs we do are very special to us and seem to be the only 
things that matter. 

Yes, we lead busy lives. There is school and then 
homework. Of course there are excursions, projects and 
sports, There are often extra lessons in dancing, music, 
typing, painting, computer programming or French. After 
all, we wish to be successful when we grow up. don't we? 

But itis also important to do a few things because we 
enjoy doing them, and because they give us pleasure. To 
rite letters to old friends. to chat with our neighbours 
‘across the wall, to remember the birthdays of those we 
care for, to build sandcastles, or swing on the gate — we 
must try to spare the time for these little things too. 

An old Chinese proverb says that if a man has just 
two coins left in the world, he must buy bread with one 
and a lily with the other. Don't you think that is good 
advice? 

‘November 14 is Children’s Day. Greetings to you 
from all of us at Gokulam on this happy occasion: We 
also wish you an excitingand noisy1 Don't forget 
to take the time to enjoy yourselves. Take care and have 
fun! 





With love 


Pp 


Honorary Editor. 


Cc Ox 









ATCH THAT F 





ORE upen a time lived a tox 
named Farukh. One day, some 
hunters came to the forest where 
he lived, with guns and fierce dogs. 
He was very frightened, 

He ran, fast, looking for away to 
escape, but the hunters kept on his 
track. Ashe ran, he could hear the 
barking of the dogs behind him. 

Soon he came upon a wood- 
cutter, who was chopping down 
trees. “Please, please help me!” 
he cried to the woodman. “Hide 
in my hut, underneath the logs,” 
said the woodcutter. “Nobody will 
find you there. ll go on working 
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out here just as though nothing 
had happened. Quick, now!” 

The fox did as he was told, When 
the hunters arrived the woodcutter 
said 

“| haven't seen a fox going this 
wey!” But he pointed his finger 
towards the hut to show them where 
the fox was hiding. The hunters 
did not understand, 

“This fellow keeps on waving his, 
hands about,” they thought. “He 
must be a fool.” 

“If you haven't seen our fox, we're 
wasting our time,” they said. “He's 
a fine animal, and his coat is worth 


a lot of money, You must catch 
him if he comes this way.” 

‘And with that, the huntsmen rode 
off at a gallop and soon forgot all 
about the woodcutter. 

Meanwhile, the fox, lying still 
under the logs, had been able to 
see through a hole in the wall and 
had watched the woodman playing 
the trick on him. Leaving his hiding- 
place, he went oif into the woods 
again without a word. 

“What's this?” shouted the wood- 
cutter, I save your life and you 
walk away without a word of 
thanks!” 

The fox turned round, and shook 
his head, 


Once wpon atime there lived a 
'goatherd, He was a lazy fellow 
and liked to sleep when his goats 
were feeding, One day, he slept 
right through the day and the sun 
had already set when he awoke. 
He counted his goats as usual and 
to his great delight he found that 
he had two goats extra! Two beaut 
ful wild goats had joined his flock 
while he slept. What a f 
good fortune. He called his dogs, 








“I've no reason to thank you,” 
he said. “You pretended to save 
me, but while I was hidden you 
tried to give me awayto the hunters. 
Iwould thank youwith all myheart 
ou had kept your promise, but | 
can't be grateful to people whose 
actions don’t match their words.” 


“That's what you say, is it?” sai 
the woodeutter, very angrily. “All 
right, then. I'l catch you myself 
That'll teach you to thank people 
when you should!” 

‘And with that he threw his axe at 
the fox, who cleverly leaped out of 
the way and hurried off into the 
forest. 





rounded up the herd, and led the 
goats back to the cave where he 
kept them. 

‘Though there was only, a little 
room for all the goats in the cave, 
the goatherd made sure that the 
two wild goats had plenty of room 
in which to stretch themselves on 
the cave floor. His own goats were 
made to stand close together on 
one side of the cave 

The next day was stormy.. The 





goatherd couldn't take his goats 
ut to the field. He gave his own 
goats a handful of hay, just enough 
to keep them from dying of hunger. 
But the two new wild goats got 
large helpings, to make them want 
to stay with the flock! 

His own goats grumbled of 
course. Aiter all, they had always 
been jaithful to him, ‘They had 
given him their milk regularly, and 
never run away, but what did they 
get in return? The greedy goatherd 
pretended not to hear them and 
went to bed 

Next day the sun shone brightly. 
The goatherd took the goats out 
into the fields, He wanted to tatten 
the two new goats quickly to sell 
them at the fair, and so he let them 
feed in the new green pasture. But 
his own poor goats had to feed in a 
field with very litle grass. 

Meanwhile, the two wild goats 
had climbed a hill. Fora little while 
they pretended to feed, but soon 
they began to run away up the 


mountain 
here are you going?” shouted 
the goatherd. 

“Where do you think?” they 
answered, “Goodbye!” 

“You ungrateful things! Aiter 
everything I've done for you, and 
all that lovely hay I gave you, you 
run away like this, You should be 
ashamed of yourselves.” 

But the goats were already far 
away, They turned to shout back 
to him 

“We're going away because 
you've been too kind to us, We 
were the last to join your herd and 
we have been spoiled and well fed, 
while your own goats have been 
almost starved, It we had stayed 
with you, and other goats came to 
join the flock, it would have been 
our turn to go hungry. A person 
who treats his new friends better 
than his old ones is not for us. 
Goodbye!" 

And with one leap they dis 
appeared 





THE APPLE TRE 'S DREAM 


Omeupenatime.ayoungapple 
tree fell asleep in the warm sun, 
-and had-a strange dreaip. He 


dreamed that, instead of just having 
red apples, be had apples of all 
sorts of colours on his branches. 








There were yellow ones, and green 
ones, and purple ones. Orange, 
blue and white. Brown, black and 
pink. You can just imagine how 
proud he was! 

His colours glittered in the sun- 
light, and when the other apple 
trees saw him, they were very sur- 
prised, Such a thing had never 
been seen before! 

The apple tree was very proud 
of his colourful crop. Why he was 
going to be famous! His picture 
would be in all the newspapers, 
and he'd appear on television. His 
apples would be so costly that only 
very rich and important people 
would be able to eat them. 

‘Sure enough, newspaper repor 
ters came to see the strange fruit 
So did cameramen, They pushed 
and jostled to get the best pictures. 

But strangely, they didn’t look 
pleased with the wonderful apple 
tree — only astonished. And child 
ren who tried to come nearer were 


chased away. 

The apple tree could not under- 
stand this, especiallyas, after awhile, 
allthe people went away, Allexcept 
fora policeman, who stood guard. 

‘And the next day was just the 
same. Just a policeman standing 
guard. The apple tree was baiiled 


Then a newspaper came blowing 
along in the wind, and the apple 
tree saw the headlines. “Do not 
gather the opples of the wonderful 
tree! Strange coloured apples must 
never be eaten! They are poiso: 
nous!” 


The apple tree was so alarmed 
bby what he read that he woke up. 
How pleased he was to discover 
that his apples were just rosy-red 
after all, and that it had all been a 
dream! And at the end of the 
summer he was loaded with lovely 
ripe fruit. Theywere so much better 
than the wonderful apples in his 
dream! 








THE KING'S SPEECH 











O3e.up2n 2 ime ved a King 
Zebedeus of Zebedonia. 
King Zebedeus was feeling very 





warm. ‘The poor man telt warmer 
and warmer because he was busy 
with some very difficult work and 


drops of sweat were running down 
his forehead, What was the king 
doing? King Zebedeus was pre: 
paring his speech of thanks which 
he had to make tomorrow to thank 
the people for his lovely birthday 
presents. 


Butitisdifticult to writea speech, 
First you have to know what you 
want to say, then you have to write 
it all down and then you have to 
learn it by heart, No, it certainly 
wasn't an easy job and King 
Zebedieus was getting very nervous. 
He was still nervous the next day, 
and so his speech sounded like 
this : "Py Mear Deople, ob, I'm 


sorry, | mean my dear people, 
misten to le, | mean listen to me. 
Onbymirthday, oh dear, mybirth- 
day, you were all very kind to me 
and sent me nots of price lesents. | 
‘mean lots of nice presents, I want 
to they sank you, I mean [want to 
say thank you, I. Li. Oh, dear 
people, please forgive me I'm no 
sery vervous. | mean {'m vo nery 
servous, oh dear, I'm so very ner: 
vous.” And then the king could not 
say another word, But the people 
clapped their hands loudly and 
cried: "Hoorah, jong live the king, 

because they knew that the king 
had wanted to thank them, And 
they loved their king just the same 














‘nce upon a time two little rabbits 
named Tipin and Bipin lived 
near the sea, One day they found 
some things washed up on the 
sands, There was a tin tub, and a 
stick and hanky, Just what they 
needed to make a boat! 

So that’s what they did, and soon 
they were having great fun, bobbing 
about on the waves. After a while 
® strong wind sprang up, and the 
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about. Tipin and Bipin began to 
feel a bit worried, but there was 
worse to come! 

Suddenly, they saw a huge yellow 
{ish swimmingjust behind their boat. 
A shark! The two rabbits huddled 
together in the bottom of the boat, 
and trembled. Every so often, one 
cof them peeped feariully over the 
edge of the tub, hoping that the 


shark would have gone away. But 
itwas always just behind their boat, 
The rabbits were so frightened 


Luckily, after about half an hour, 
they floated back to the beach. 
Tipin and Bipin jumped out of the 
tub, and ran up the sand as fast as 
they could go. Then they stopped. 
and looked back. And they just 





laughed and laughed! 

You see, the shark wasn't a shark 
atall, Itwas.a blown up rubber fish! 
Some little child must have lost it 
inthe sea and the string had caught 
‘on the handle of their tub! 

Tipin and Bipin loved telling this, 
story afterwards to their friends 
and always laughed just as much 
as the people they told it to. 
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PICTURE PUZZLE, 
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THISIS THE HEAD OF AN 
INSECT. DO YOU KNOW 
WHICH ONE® 


WHICH SPORT 
DOES THIS SYMBOL, 
REPRESENT? 





THIS COMIC CHARACTER 
WAS CREATED BY WALT 

DISNEY, WHOIS HE? 
RINE Baiow wany taianaues 
ARE THERE IN THIS, 
FIGURE? 


‘THIS IS THE TOP OF ONE THE 
WORLD's MOST FAMOUS: 


BUILDINGS. DO YOU KNOW 





ANSWERS ON PAGEBS, 


TRIDAX PROCUMBENS 


Pants asyou al know help us in 
many ditterent ways. Besides 
pleasing our eyes with their cool 
green colour, they supply us with 
life sustaining oxygen, prevent soil 
erosion, and yield fodder for ani- 
mals, Many medicines are also 
made from plants. 

Some plants have to be grown 
carefully but there are many kinds 
that grow by themselves. Such 
hardy plants that spring up any 
where and grow on their own, are 
called weeds. 

Look for the plant you see im the 
picture. Itis called Tridax procum 
bens. Thisweed grows gregariously 

















Alaands, 


by the roadside, in unused plots, 
and in neglected areas of your 
gardens, It belongs to the plant 
tamily Compositae to which many 
colourful flowering plants belong 
like marigolds, asters, zinnias 
and suntlowers. 

you can spare a moment exa 
mine this little weed carefully. It 
looks rather beautiful. It has small 
yellow or white flowers on a long 
stalk, The leaves are thick and 
juicy, and teel very soft to the touch. 

The juice of this leaf can heal a 
flesh wound quickly, and you can 
easily squeeze the leaves in your 
palms to extract the juice. The 
plant is nearly always to be seen 





around playgrounds. Next time 
you're playing outside and some: 
one gets hurt you'll know what to 
look for! 

‘Tridax Procumbensisa common 
‘weed of the Indian plains. However 
it is not an indigenous plant. It 
came to our country from South 
America. Having found the condi 
tions here to its liking the plant 
multiplied and it became natura 
lized. A weed named Parthenium 
hysterophorus came to India with 
the wheat from central America. Itis 
another example of an exotic plant 
that is now a part of our tlora, 
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ost people work because they 
have to: Their lives would not 
be possible without doing a job of 
some kind, People have to have a 
place to live, food to eat and clothes 
to wear. People have to work to 
earn these necessary things. 
Inancient times the most impor- 
tant thing for people to do was 
being able to gather or grow enough 
food to stay alive. People built 
houses in groups near fields or 
grazing lands close to their place of 
work, They could help each other 
in times of need, Besides that, 
living in groups made them feel 
safe from common enemies. 
People living together today 
depend on each other for help 
and support. They share facilities 
like schools, shops and hospitals, 
They also share their individual 
skills with the rest of the people 
living in that area, Such a closely 
related group of people are collec: 









tively called a community, 
In ancient times, communities 
were small. A man who made 
pots very well, soon began to make 
pots for everyone in the communi- 
ty. He did not have the time to 
weave the cloth he wished to wear 
or build his house, So it became 
necessary for a man who could 
build houses to build it for him, 


So soon there were many differ- 
ent jobs for people to do. The 
community needed a potter, a 
farmer, a builder, a weaver, a tailor, 
a carpenter and as the needs of 
the community grew, there were 
many more jobs to be done. So 
the skill of one man was shared by 
the whole community. This was 
called the division of labour. 

As communities were small it 
‘was easy to pay a person in kind. 
That means, if the potter made a 
vessel for the weaver, he would 
take a piece of cloth in return. 
This form of payment was called 
barter. 


But soon communities grew |” 


much larger and it became very 
difficult to exchange things. The 
things people bartered were of 
different sizes and shapes. It was 


LZ 
dificult to find two things of exactly |_<4—_ 


the same value to exchange. So 


people started using money. To ? 


this day, people are paid money 
for the jobs they do, and they use it 











tobuy the things they need tolive. 
"There are hundreds of diferent 
jobs for people to do inthe world 
Some of them take just a short 
time to learn. Others take years of 
training. A dancer may have to be 
trained for five or six years before 
she can do her job well. 
Young children can learn to do 
jobs very quickly if they are taught 


well, If they practice hard they can 
easily do the job skilfully, for the 

















rest of theirlives, Fishermen in our 
country try to show their children 
how to catch fish when they are 
quite small so that they can be good 
fishermen when they grow up. 

Many countries have laws that 
say who can work. In some coun: 
tries children are not allowed to 
work for money, until they are old 
enough to do so, This is to make 
sure that they have the oppurtunity 
to go to school and have fun, before 
having to work for a living. 

The kind of jobs people do de 
pends to a large extent on where 
they live. You cannot be a fisher 
man without water! You cannot 
bea cookif there is no one around, 
to enjoy the meal you have pre: 
pared. If you are a farmer you 
need land that is good for growing 
plants, and plenty of water to irrigate 
your fields. You cannot be a farmer 
ina city! 





A lot of people are paid for their 
work, but many people work with: 
out earning money at all. Each 
person's work isimportant to them 
because they find it interesting to 
do even if hard sometimes. 

‘An important thing to remember 
{s that each person's work is impor. 
tant to the whole community. If 
the farmer does not farm his land 























today, some of us will not get rice 
tomorrow. The farmer does not 
grow crops for himself he grows 
them for others. A newspaper 
reporter does not write an article 
for himself but for others. Whatever 
work people do, they do it for 
others, 

Are some jobs easier than others? 


It really depends on what kind of 
person you are, There are jobs 
you do with your hands, with your 
body and with your mind. Some 
people tind the jobs done by the 
body easy, but some don't, Many 
jobs are a combination of skills. A 
gardner must be very strong to do 
the physical work, like digging and 
planting but he must also know 
how much water a plant needs, 
when to prune it, and what to do if 
it becomes diseased. So perhaps 
no job is easy, 

Each of us has to choose a job 
some day, As our communities 
are enormous today there are many 
different jobs to be done. Every 
job is important to the community, 
‘No job is more or less important 
than another, Choose your job 
carefully, and remember that every 
job needs good training, Itis more 
important to do ajob that you find 
interesting than itis to do an easy 
one. 

















Did You 


* A ive year old girl named Itsuka 
Matsunaga from Japan is one of 
the youngest amateur radio 
operators in the world, She 
passed exams before she could 
goon air, 


* Crabs usually find edible mol- 
luses very tasty. Inan aquarium 
in the United States of America 
‘frog-fish guard the molluscs and 
keep them safe from the crabs, 


* Italian mountaineers climbed 
very high up a mountain and 
ate only ice cream! This has 
proved to scientists that ice 
‘cream doesn't really make you 
feel cold. On the contrary, the 
cream and sugar in it helps the 
human body to warm up, 





There is a very unusual power 
station at Nicaragua. It is in 
operation beside the active vol- 
cano called Momotombo, Itturns 
the energy harnessed from the 
volcano’s molten lava into elec- 
tricity. 

* French scientists have now in- 
vented some tablets for watering’ 
house plants, The tablets absorb 
moisture from the air and gra- 
dually release it to the plants. 

* According to the North American 

‘Aerospace Defence Command in 

Colorado, there are over, 4,000 

















know? 


pieces of debris floating around 
in space, orbiting the earth. For 
some of us who think roadside 
litter a problem, that’s something 
to think about. Everything from 
spent rocket boosters to broken, 
solar panels ison the list. Onan 
average, one object falls to earth 
each day. 

Fishing-rats are found in New 

Guinea. Instead of a fishing 

rod, they use their own tails! 

‘The rodent lowers its tail in to 

the water and as soon as a fish 

‘bites’, quickly jerksit up again. 

* Rene carpentier of France has 
put together a crossword puzzle 
containing 125,000 words, It 
covers an area of 270 square 
metres! 

* While hunting for mushrooms 
in Czechoslovakia, college stu- 
dent Dusan Michalecka found 
‘one weighing more than three 
and a half kilograms, 

* In 1985, an unusual concert was 
held in Japan. All the musicians 
played on glass instruments! 
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Answers on page. 


he shape of Jingshan Park in 
China, has aroused the curiou 
sity and interest of scientists and 
archeologists. Ina recently taken 
aerial photograph the overall shape 
of the park is that of a man sitting 
inmeditation with his eyes closed. 
Jingshan Park was formerly an 
Imperial Garden, built during the 
Yongle reign (1403 - 1425) of the 
Ming Dynasty. As the park lies to 
the north of the former Imperial 
Palace, the figure probably indicates 
a person of higher rank than the 
emperor. The Bejing planners paid, 
particular attention to such sym 
bolism, But the figure is not explain 
ed inany known historical record. 
People make all kinds of guesses. 





It could be a figure of the’ Buddha 
— but Buddha never has a beard, 
Some people feel it could be tne 
image of the designer of the garden, 
No one would have known that he 
had placed himself higher than the 
emperor, as there were no aero 
planes in those days! 

The shape could be dismissed 
as a coincidence. Strangely how: 
‘ever, the figure of the man which 
showed up clearly in an aerial 
photograph taken in 1951 is also 
visible in a recent picture although 
new houses have been built and 
many new trees planted. 


— Compiled by E. Maya 
— Courtesy : China Pictorial. 
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+ Tyrannosaurus — a meateater 








There was no animal actually 
called dinosaur. Dinosaur is 
the name given toa group of reptiles 
which lived on Earth about 200 
million years ago. These creatures 
had tough scaly skins and laid eggs 
on land from which their babies 
hatched. 

Although they were reptiles, dino- 
saurs were very different from the 
reptiles of today. Reptiles rest their 
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bellies on the ground and move by 
wriggling their bodies from side to 
side. But dinosaurs had legs, which 
moved back and forth, They could 
stand, walk and even run like mam- 
mals,” If dinosaurs were warm: 


blooded creatures (and some scien: 
tists believe they were) they must 
have moved very fast indeed. 
Most dinosaurs were very tall, 
someas tall as afour-storey building! 
Some of them were as heaw as 
twenty elephants, Many had fero- 
cious teeth and savage horns. 












The Tyrannosaurus was a meat: 
eating dinosaur, It had jaws like a 
crocodile and was about 19 feet 
talll The sharp teeth in its jaw tel 
us that it mist have eaten meat. 


The Diplodocus was the largest 
land animal to have walked the 
Earth, It measured about 87 feet 
from head to tail! The Diplodocus 
ate only plants. It wouldn't have 
been dangerous unless it stepped 
cn you for it must have weighed 
about 10 tonnes! This gigantic beast 
must have eaten nearly a quarter 
of a tonne of food each day to 
keep alive, 

Creatures like the Diplodocus 
and the Brachiosaurus must have 
been safe from even such monsters 





* Dipledocus ~ the largat of al! 








as the Tyrannosaurus because of 
their size. Perhaps little dinosaurs 
like the Orthinomimuswere not so 
lucky. 

Many plant-eating dinosaurs had 
inbulk protection against flesh eaters. 
The Stegosaurus had sharp plates 
along its back and a spiked tail to 


fend of its enemies. The Triceratops 
had thick armour and two horns to. 
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than fins and it used its tail like a 
rudder, and ate fish to survive, 

Some dinosaurs also learned to 
survive in the air. They were the 
ancestors of the first birds of the 
world. The Pteranodon made the 
air its home. Perhaps it did hot 
really fly but only glided on currents 
of wind. This creature still had 
“arms” attached to its wings. Those 
claws, however, would not have 
been of much use. 

Almost all animals and plants 
gradually adapt themselves to their 











Stegosaurus — inbuilt defence! 


ever-changing environment. Ifthey 
time of the dinosaur cannot they became extinct. Gra- 
many new plants began to grow. dually generations die and others 
At that time our planet was much are born, and some new features 
warmer than it is now. So there are seen in the young ones in each 
were huge forests and steamy new generation. This process is 
swamps. In these forests grew many called evolution, 
huge ferns upon which the dino- Most prehistoric creatures don't 
saurs that lived on land, fed. . exist because their descendants 
But life had first begun in water’ have changed into other kinds of 
and many reptiles continued to live animals. A few animals however 
intheseas. Some dinosaurs hunted. jook like their prehistoric ancestors. 
for food underwater and ate fish. Some of the lizards that we know 
‘The Plesiosaur had flippers rather today resemble dinosaurs to some 
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Plesionsur ~ at home inthe wator 


extent. sudden cold, The forests and ferns 
Dinosaurs lived longer on Earth on which the dinosaurs fed must 
than people have done so far, and have also been affected by the cold 
scientists have tried to guess Why The dinosaurs could not have sur: 
they no longer exist vived without the forests, It is also 
Its probable that the Earth was that pew plants developed that were 
subjected to a sudden change in not good for them to eat. 
temperature. Pethaps the dino- 7 
saurs could not cope with the Dinosaurs died out around 65 





‘Triceratops — had armour and horn 








million years ago. How dowe know 
what they looked like? We know, 
from the fossils which have been 
found. 

Whenadinosaur dieditwould 
soon be covered by mud. In due 


course only the skeleton would be 
left. When bones are left undis: 
turbed in mud for a length of time, 
they turn into fossils. The mud 
‘becomes dry and then hardens into 
rock. When these rocks are dis: 














‘Pteranodon — ancestor ofthe birds 





turbed the fossil maybe brought up 
to the surface of the earth, 
Scientists look for such fossils 
and try to put the fossil bones back 
together again. First they try to 
determine the age of the fossil and 
then they clean and study the pieces. 
The bones of moder animals are 
compared carefully with the fossil 
bones, This helps the scent 10 
work out which of them go together, 
Ifsome are missing a look at other 
fossils may help to discover the 
shape and size of the one that is 
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missing. Finally the fossil pieces 
are assembled tke a giant jigsaw 
puzzle, and displayed in a museum. 

We see from these models how 
a dinosaur may have looked but 
we do not know ow it lived, why it 
died out, or even what colour it 
was! Due to the passage of a great 
deal of time, many of our questions 
about these ancient creatures must 
remain unanswered! 












































ANDORA 


and the 


T hrousands of years ago, the 
world was very different from 
what it is now, In those days every 
fone was a child. No fathers or 
mothers were needed to look after 
the children, because there was no 
danger or trouble of any kind, No 
cooking had to be done and no 
clothes had to be mended. When: 
ever a child wanted something to 
eat he found it growing on a tree. 

Life was very pleasant in those 
days. There was no hard work and 
no unhappiness; nothing but games 
and dances and the sweet laughter 
of children all day long 

But that was before Pandora 
came to live with Epimetheus and 
be his playmate 

When she came into the cottage 
where Epimetheus lived, the first 
thing Pandora saw was a big box. 
It stood on the floor and got in the 
way, but Epimetheus would not say 
where it had come from or what 
was in it 

As the days went by, Pandora 
enjoyed the games with the other 











children and eating her food off 
the trees, but she could not forget 
the mysterious box in the cottage. 
She was very curious about it 

“Where did it come from? What 
is inside?” she asked Epimetheus 
again.and again, 

Do not ask questions, Pandor 
said Epimetheus, “It is a secret. 
The box was left here for me to 
take care of and | do not know 
what is'in it, Come outside and 
play with the others.” 

But the next day, and the next 
day, and the day after that, Pandora 
thought of nothing but the secret 
box. At last, Epimetheus told her 
that it had been brought to him by 
a smiling person who wore a cap 
with feathers an it 

“What sort of staf did he have?" 
asked Pandora. 

“It was long stick that had two 
serpents twisting round it,” he ans- 
wered, “and it was carved so cleverly 
that I thought they were real,” 

“Itmust have been Quicksilver,” 
Pandora said. “He is the only one 














@ TALE FROM REECE 





with a staff like that. Itwas he who 
brought me here, too. Perhaps 
there are toys and pretty dresses 
for me in the box, or something 
nice for us to eat!” 

“Perhaps so,” said Epimetheus, 
as he turned to go out to play again, 
“but, until he comes back and tells 
uso, we must not touch the box” 

“What a dull boy he is!" said 
Pandora to herself when he had 
gone. “I do wish he would take 
more interest in things.” 

‘When she was alone in the cot- 
tage she stood looking at the mys 
terious box for a long time. It was 
made of a beautiful dark wood, 
which was so polished that Pandora 
could see her face in it. There was 
carving on the sides and corners, 
in a wonderful design’ of flowers 
and fruit. Here and there a face 
looked out from among the leaves. 
In thecentre of the polished lid 
there was the most lovely face of 
all, and it seemed to smile at Pan 
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dora. 

“Why don't you open the bax?” 
it seemed to say to her. “What 
harm can there be? You may find 
something lovely inside!” 

Pandora stooped down and tried 
to lift one end of the big box, but it 
was too heavy for her. She looked 
at the lid again 


Therewas no lock. The boxwas 
fastened by a gold cord which was 
tied in a mysterious knot. Several 
times Pandora had touched this 
knot and looked closely at it, but it 
seemed to have no beginning and 
no end. 

Through the open window Pan- 
dora could hear the voices of happy 
children, playing in the sunshine. 
Itwas a lovely day. Why not leave 
this mysterious box and go out to 
play with the others? 

But her fingers were busy with 
the knot in the golden cord, and 
the lovely face on the lid of the box 
seemed to smile at her more mys- 
teriously than ever. 

Just then, Pandora twisted the 
golden cord and it seemed to undo 
itself as if by magic. The knot was 
undone. 

“What will Epimetheus say?” 
thought Pandora. “I must tie it 
again, quickly!” 

But she could not remember 
what the knot was like, and the 
gold cord seemed to refuse to be 
tied again. 

“When Epimetheus comes in, he 
will see that the cord is untied,” 
she said to herself, “and he will 
never believe that I have not looked 
inside!” 

Pandora seemed to hear little 


voices calling to her from inside Pandora and Epimetheus stayed 
thebox. “Let us out, Pandora! We in the cottage, both in much pain. 
will play with you — only let us It was the first pain that had ever 
out!” been felt since the world began, 

Why not look into the box, just and this made it hurt all the more. 
once? Sheputherhand onthelid. Besides, they were both very cross; 

Justat that moment, Epimetheus with themselves and with each other. 
came back to the door of the cot- Pandora sat on the flooriwith her 
tage. If he had cried out and head against the fatal box, crying 
stopped Pandora, the contents of bitterly. She knew how naughty 
the box would never have been she had been. Epimetheus sat in a 
known. He saw at once that Pan- corner of the room with his back to 
dora was opening the box, but he her, He knew he was almost as 


‘was really just as curious about it as 
shewas. He stood still by the door. 

As Pandora raised the lid, the 
cottage became dark and there was 
the sound of thunder overhead. 
When she looked insidethe box, a 
cloud of winged creatures flew out 
into the room. Epimetheus cried 
‘out in pain. 

“Oh — Iam stung! Oh, Pandora, 
why did you open the box?” 

The tiny creatures, like angry 
mosquitoes, began to buzz round 
the room and sting them both, 
Pandora screamed and began to 


cry. 

By lifting the lid of the mysterious 
box she had let outall the Troubles 
of the world, She had set free all 
the Cares, Diseases and Sorrows 
that had been safely shuit up in the 
box so that happy children might 
never know such things, 

Not only that, but the winged 
Troubles flew out of the cottage 
and they began to sting all the other 
children, No one smiled for along 
time after this; and instead of re- 
maining young, they grew older 
day by day, Besides that, all the 
flowers began to fade and die, which 
they had never done before, 


much to blame as she was. 
Suddenly there was a litle tap 
from inside the box. 
“What was that?" said Pandora, 
liting her head, 


Again there came the litte tap, 
as ifa tiny fairy hand was knocking 
on the inside of the lid. 

“Who are you?" called Pandora, 
her curiousity returning. 

“Lift the lid and you shall see,” 
said a sweet little voice, 

“No, no!” answered Pandora, 
beginning to cry again. “I have 
had enough of lifting the lid!” 











But | am not like those horrid 
creatures with stings in their tails,” 
said the little voice, “Let me out, 
Pandora, and you won't regret 

Pandora turned to Epimetheus. 
“Shall | open the box again?” she 
asked him, 

“Well, you have let out so many 
Troubles already,” he said. “I 
suppose one mare won't make any 
difference.” 

“Unkind boy!” cried the little 
voice inside the box. “He knows 
that he's longingto see me. Come, 
Pandora, lift up the lid. If only you 
will let me out into the fresh air, | 
will comfort you.” 

““[ must open the box — come 
what may!" cried Pandora. 

““And Iwill help yout” Epimetheus 
said, as he ran across the room. 

They lifted the lid of the box 
together. 

‘Out flew a sunny little fairy-like 
creature that brought light wherever 
she went! Have you ever seen the 
sunshine dance on a mirror? The 
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little sunny creature was just like 
that. She kissed Pandora's fore- 
head, and all the pain was gone at 
once! She flew to Epimetheus, 
and the stings of the Troubles hurt 
him no more. 

‘Then the little fairy creature look 
ed at them so sweetly that they 
‘were both very glad that they had 
opened the box this time, 

“Tellus — who are you?” asked 
Pandora. 

“Lam called Hope,” answered 
the sunny little person. "I was put 
into the box to help the human 
race to bear the pain of all those 


Troubles.” 

“Your wings seem to have all 
the colours of the rainbow! exclaim: 
ed Pandora. 


“Yes, they are like the rainbow,”, 
said Hope, “for lam made of tears 
as well as smiles.” 

“And will 
ever and ever as 

“As long as you need me,” said 
Hope, smiling at them, “I promise 
that I will never leave you. There 
may be times when I seem to dis- 
appear, but when you least expect 
me you will see the light of my 
wings’ 

‘The chien found thather words 
were true. Although the Troubles 
still continued to fly about the world, 
hurting everyone with their stings, 
yet the sunshine of Hope was never 
far away. 

And isn’t it true today? What 
should we all do without Hope? 
Hope lightens the heaviest of 
Troubles. Hope gives new life to 
the troubled world. Hope makes 


all oe new. js 


with us for 
Epim 





‘he school bell rang loudly. 

Rahul's car pulled up at the 
portico followed by a long line of 
cars. Waving to his friends, Rahul 
hopped into the back, and dumped 
his bag by his side. Driver Chen- 
gappa was an old man, He had 
worked for Rahul's father from the 
time Rahul had been a baby. He 
looked at Rahul in the rear view 
mirror and smiled. 

The car soon turned off the main 
road onto a seldom-used lane — a 
shorter route to Rahul's house. 
‘About halfway down the lane stood 
aparked car. Amanwas bent over 
the open bonnet. The car seemed 


to have broken down. The driver 
waved as he saw Rahul's car ap 
proaching and shouted to Chen: 
gappa to help him out. 

Chengappa hesitated for a mo: 
ment, Rahul's father would not be 
happy if his son was late from 
school. On the other hand itwould 
be inhuman to just drive past a 
man who was obviously in trouble. 
‘Chengappa got down and went to 
the other driver's aid. They both 
bent over the engine, ryingto locate 
the problem. 

‘Suddenly a black car zipped past 








Chengappa. It drew up next to 
Rahul's car, where the boy sat 
reading a book. Quick as lighting 
two men jumped out of the black 
car and dragged the surprised Rahul 
out of his car and into their own, 
before he could open his mouth in 
protest, 

Chengappa looked up and saw 
what happened — but it was too 
late, Heran towards the car just as 
it tore off with the helpless Rahul, 
‘An envelope lay on the: ground, 
Chengappa guessed it was a ran 
som note from Rahul's kidnappers. 


‘nthe meanwhile Rahul struggled 
in vain in the back seat of the 
kidnapper's car. His hands and 
feet had been tied after he had 
tried to jump out. He had also 
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been gagged with a grimy rag after 
he had bitten the hand of one of 
his captors. 

Soon the car stopped. It haa 
become dark by this time arid he 
couldn't see much. But he could 
make out a house. Itseemed tobe 
on the comer of a street. 

He was dragged into a room, in 
which there was only one small 
barred window. There was a bed 
on one side and a bottle of water 
on the other, By now, Rahul was 
quite scared, Yet he put on abrave 
front. “You'll be sorry for this!" he 
said to the men, 

One of the men threw Rahul on 
thebed. The other brought a platter 
of food. “Eat!” he ordered. Rahul 
reluctantly began to eat. He was 
frightened but he was not going to 


break down in front of these thugs. 

Soon, the men left the room. 
Rahul rushed to try the door. It 
was lacked. He looked out of the 
‘window but it was too dark to see 
anything, He sat onthe dusty bed. 
Hewas quitettired. After awhile he 
{ell asleep. 


ahul looked around the little 

room for the hundredth time. 
He had been in it for two whole 
days now but he had not lost hope. 
He was still tying to hit upon a 
plan of escape. 

He knew that his parents must 
be extremely worried about him. 
He also knew from the men who 
came to feed him that they had 
sent his father a ransom note. They 


had asked for two lakhs of rupees 
for Rahul's safe return! 

‘At about 8 o'clock, the men 
brought Rahul his dinner, Just as 
he was about to eat the light flicker: 
edandwent out. Themen exclaim- 
ed in annoyance. One of them 
fetched Rahul a kerosene lamp. 
He ate his food silently in the dim 
light of the lamp. Rahul finished 
his dinner. “Leave the lamp for 
him,” said one of the men. “I's 
quite dark now." 





Rahul waited fortwo hours after 
themenleft. The house was silent. 
He turned up the wick of the kero- 
sene lamp. The flame burned 
brightly. He quickly tore up the 
sheets on his bed and threw them 





ona great pile of dry leaves outside 
the window, He flung the whole 
lamp onto the pile and waited. 

The acrid smell of smoke teased 
Rahul's nose. He could see the 
dancing flames if he looked out of 
the tiny window. Soon, he heard 
shouts and saw some men scurrying 
about, There was a thud outside 
his door and suddenly one of the 
men opened the door, “Out!” he 
cried. “Quickly!” Rahul rushed out 
of the room and down the stairs 
but the manwas tooworried about 
the fire to notice Rahul's dash for 
freedom. 

Rahul couldn't run out of the 
kitchen door for itwas ablaze. He 
ran out of the front door hoping 
forthe best. Ashe neared the gate 
he saw the black car of the bad 
men, coming towards him, He 
quickly crouched between a tree 
and the fence. He hoped the men 
wouldn't notice. 

The car stopped and the men 
got out, all attention on the burning 
building. Before anyone could 
notice him, Rahulwas over the gate 
and running fast. He hoped they 
wouldn't find him missing until he 
was far away! 

Rahul never knew how long; he 
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kept running! His heart was ham 
mering and his breath came in 
gasps, 

Finally he came to a little shop. 
A truck driver had stopped there 
todrink some tea. Rahul approach: 
ed the man with a request for a lift. 
The friendly driver agreed to drop 
him near the city bus stop. 

On theway, Rahul told the driver 
thewhole story, andhe took Rahul 
straight to the police station, 
Rahul told the story again to the 
Inspector, who gave him a ride 
home. 

How delighted Rahul's parents 
were to have him back safe and 
sound! Chengappa had tears in 
his eyes. Rahul hugged the old 
driver, and assured him that it was 
not his fault 


T henest day, Rahuland is father 

went to the police station to" 
meet the Inspector once more. 
Rahul old him all about his adven- 
ture, He couldn't remember the 
way to the house where he had 
been held a prisoner. “I know it 
was near arallway line for heard a 
train whistle everyday, [also thought 
Theard blasts of dynamite,” he said. 
es, they are extending the rail 
way line to Krishnagadh,” exclaim- 
ed the Inspector. “I think we can 
{ind i” Rahul also gave the Inspec- 
tor detailed descriptions of the men 
who had kidnapped him, 








‘That evening the Inspector came 
to Rahul's house to thank Rahul 
and congratulate him. Rahul's 
alertness and sharp observation of 
details had led to the capture of 
the criminals, 





salVEN ures 
AMAR IcHIB® 


uesday again!” said Ichibo to 
Amar. "I know what that means 
Grammar — first period!” sighed 
Amar. “I'm going to tease Ms 
Padma today,” announced Ichibo, 

‘Amar's eyes brightened, "What 
are you going to do, Ichibo?” he 
asked, “Just watch!" said Ichibo 
smiling, She was avery bright child 
and always upto mischief, “Be 
careful!" warned Amar cautiously 
as they entered the classroom, 
“We're always in trouble in Gram 
mar class!" 

“Have you done your homework, 
children?” asked Ms, Padma, “Yes, 
Ms. Padma” sang the class in 
unison. Ms, Padma's eagle eyes 
had noticed Ichibo's silence. 

*'Suchitra! What about you? Did 
you work on the Pronouns?” she 
asked. 

“Yes, I have done the home 
work! [twas not done by him, or 
her, or you, or them, [did it mysel,” 
said Ichibo, 

A low titter spread round the 
class, as the children understood 
what Ichibo was trying to do. 

“That's enough!” thundered Ms. 
Padma, vaguely realising that she 
was being teased, “Sit down at 
once!” She tumed and wrote the 
word Adverb on the blackboard. 


a 





The children opened their note: 
books and began to write, 

‘Amar turned to Ichibo ~ "‘Let’s 
go and meet the Adverbs in person, 
hewhispered. Ichibo nodded. They 
closed their eyes and wished them- 
selves off to Grammarland. 


The Adverbs are all waiting im- 

patiently to meet you. Come 
let's go and meet them,” said the 
Stranger, 

“Hello! We're Adverbs, and we 
tell you more about Verbs!” said 
an Adverb, "Just a Adjectives 
tellus more about Nouns?" asked 
Amar. “Right!” said the Adverb, 

“Then I can sing your song for 
you, if you like,” exclaimed Ichibo, 
She raised her voice and sang 
sweetly 

“Adverbs describe Verbs, 
And about them tell us more. 
Without the Adverbs language, 
‘Would surely be a bore!” 

‘The Adverbs were astonished but 
‘Amar and the Stranger laughed, 
“Wery clever, Ichibo! You've just 
changed the song of the Adjectives, 
a bit, haven't you?” said the 


Stranger. 

closely related to 
" said an Adverb, 
“Brave is an Adjective but bravely 





is an Adverb.” She climbed the ladder bravely. 
“Doyouunderstandwhy, Amar?’ — The word brave describes the 
asked the Stranger. “No, I don’t,” girl, and is therefore an Adjective, 
said Amar frowning. “Well then, 
just look at the following sentences: 
She is brave gir. 





Reaclba Pocatrianabhar 





























but bravely describes the act of and chanted in unison, 





climbing and so it is an Adverb!” “Everywhere, Nowhere 
said the Stranger. ‘There and Here 

Anumber of Adverbs camerun-  Upand Down, 
ning up. “We are the Adverbs of |, And Far and Near! 
Manner. You can find us easily by __ “These arethe Adverbs of Tim 
asking the question how after a sald the Stranger. “They tellus, 
Verb: “Ian quess,” interrupted Amar. 


ane ow? “They tell us when the action took 
The hone ran sow (Ran how? ace Right" 
She spoke softh, (Spoke how? “Yes!” The Stranger was delight 
— Soft) ed. “You know you two are getting 
The sun shone brightly (Shone | really good at this!” he said. 
how? — Bright) “We have comparisons, just like 
“We are the Adverbs of Place. the Adjectives,” said an Adverb of 
we tell you where the action took Time, 
place,” cried another group of 
Adverbs. Theyclappedtheirhands “Quickly. more quickly, most 
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Bravely, more bravely, most 
bravely 


Far, farther, farthest 
“What about further and fur 
thest?” asked Ichibe 
“Farther and farthest are used 
only for distance, but further and 
furthest are used for both distance 


* That's an odd pair of socks you're 
wearing, Sashi. One is red and the 
other is green’! 


* Yes aren't they odd? I've got another 
pair. exactly the same, at home! 


— S.Viswanatha 





and time,” explained the Adverb. 

The Adverbs of Frequency were 
waiting impatiently to introduce 
themselves. “We can tell you the 
number of times an action is repeat 
ed”, they said, “Listen to these 
examples 

1 shall never fly to the moon, 

I eisited my sick friend twice. 

| often go shopping 

He always complains about 

everything 

‘Amar never once did his home: 
work, but that's only because he is 
often, no always, lazy!" said Ichibo, 
Amar stuck his tongue out at Ichibo, 
as all the Adverbs laughed loudly 
at her example. 

‘Remember us!” cried the Ad 
verbs as Amar and Ichibo were 
about to leave. “Any word that 

ls you more about an action is 
an Adverb. You won't go wrong if 
you remember this: 





Spotting an Adverb, 





‘Come again, soon!" said the 
Stranger as he waved to them. 
‘Goodbye!” cried Amar and Ichibo 
and they flew home happily singing 
the song they had heard, 


cia 








Godfrey-[lesfl a.| 
ea fel ® 
—Gustavus— 





His father would beg, his mother implore, 
“Godirey Gordon Gustavus Gore, 

We really dowish you would shut the door!” 
Their hands they rung their hair they tore, 
But Godfrey Gordon Gustavus Gore, 

Was deaf as the buoy out at the Nore. 








When he walked forth the folks would roar, 
"'Godirey Gordon Gustavus Gore, 

Why don't you remember to shut the door?” 
They rigged out a Shutter with sail and oar, 
And threatened to pack off Gustavus Gore, 
On a voyage of penance to Singapore 

But he begged for mercy, and said, “No more! 
Pray do not send me to Singapore 

Ona Shutter, and then I will shut the door!” 
“You will?” said his parents, “Then keep on shore! 
But mind you do! For the plague is sore 

Ofa fellow that never will shut the door, 
Godfrey Gordon Gustavus Gore!” 















































1 Jumble minkler to get the seat of 
the Soviet Government (7) 
5 A black topping for roads (3) 
7 A very dull fellow (5) 
B Its the path of a Spacecraft (5) 
9 Christian Festival (5) 
12 Nothing (4) 
14 Torn piece of cloth (3) 
16 Release from prison (4) 
18 Merchant (6) 
22 A deep throated sound (5) 
23 Melodies (5) 
24 Attempt (3) 
25 An essential food component. 
helps growth (7) 





1 An instrument for cutting (5) 
2 Heroic poems like Ramayana and 
Mahabharatha (5) 
3 Scattered garbage (6) 
4 Midday (45 
5 An essential piece of furniture (5) 
6 Proportion (5) 
10 We breathe it (3) 
11 A sneaky animal, a pest (3) 
13 A small deer (3) 
15 A cave (6) 
16 Quarrel (5) 
17 Dark coloured wood (5) 
19 Take steps to music (5) 
20 Anagram of rinse, to get a sticky 
substance from trees (5) 
21 Hit hard (4) 


‘Compiled by Meera Ramakrishnan 
————$—$—$—$$$—$—$——= 
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Wes Ji 
Kalanemi and Vitadeyan 


were brothers. They yp 
were both pupils of 
Devavarma. 













"The years passed 
ngs RSE Ihave two daughters, t would please 
Your education s now complete, ime to see both of them married 
You may return to to each of you 
your home, 


Kalanemi was overcome by a 
desire for wealth 


| do not have the means of supporting 
you. I shall beg a boon of the 


God grant you both long. aca lacnnt 


lives and great joy! 












Sword prom the Netherworld PetUnes!iss" 


Kalanemi left his wife 
with Devavarma and 
set off to do 


‘A few months later, a child was 
born to Kalanemi and his wife. 


‘The blessing of 
Goddess Lakshmi be 
upon him, Let 


Your son will be a great 
ruler one day! But your 
‘greed will cause many 
problems. 


Kalanemi entrusted Sridutta to 
8 good te 





named Vikram Sakti 




















‘The two friends were good at both 
their studies and the arts of fighting. ‘Who will be the leader of 
The other pupils were jealous of them. sports today? 







We must separate the 


two of them Who else? The powerful and 


strong Sridutta, of course. 






Why do you say 
that? He is strong 
and fair. A good 
leader! 









‘Oh my prince, why 
should Sridutta be 

leader of sports? 

It should have been’ 
you! 












The prince thought hard..... He became 
jealous of his friend... The next day. 





Yet at least for the sake 
of courtesy and respect 
he should have asked 
you tolead the sports! 


Sridutta! { challenge you to 
2 bout of wrestling! 















| Just wait! 1 
shall not forget 
this humiliation. 


One day Sridutta was swimming 
in the Ganga with his 
friends, 


Sridutta! Look! 
‘Someone is being 
swept away by 

the river! 


ALinto the water and began| 
to search, 


Sridutta plunged 
deeper and 
deeper 


This jooks 
fike a cave 
of some kind! 








Sridutta entered the 
‘cave and swam 
through it 


———_ 


Ant such a 
beautiful garden! 


You pretended to be drowning just to 
entice me down to this world, didn't 


This is the netherworid. | am 
the grand daughter of Emperor 
Mahabali. My name is Vidvat 
prabha. My father isbeing held 
prisoner here after he lost 
everything to Lord Vishnu. 








| 
My father’s prison is guarded 


by a huge lion. 


Sridutta fought the lion in 
| order to free Vidvatprabha’s 
father 


The lion was vanquished, and 
the Yaksha appeared 








1am grateful to you. Please 
accept this sword. You can 
give it to Sridutta, 


The lion was 
Yaksha". If he was 

defeated by a human 
the curse upon him would 




























Vidvatprabha! | am grateful 
to you. It is a magnificient 
blade 





























Itis called the 
Mrigangam. It has 
extraordinary powers 


Please accept 
You must use this 


this ring 
sword carefully. No poison can 
Worship it! harm you 

when itis 


Time sped by. Finally, 
Sridutta took leave of 
Vidvatprabha and returned 


Where have 
to the kingdom of Malava youloeen of 
Sridutta met Kasyapa, his eeoueamied: 


friend dutta? 





Sridutta told him all that had 
happened. 


Now tell, what has been 
happening here? 


The old king died. Now young 
prince Vikram Sakti is our ruler. The 
Rema OD ens Crete Having sent your son into hiding, 
you are stirring up trouble! 


















Throw him in prison, 
at oncet 


Your father was already very upset by 
your absence, He could not bear this, 
Insult, He died in prison 





{ shall avenge my 
father’s death, | shall 
confront Vikram Sakti 


Wait! Can 
at once! 


you oppose 
the king single 
handed? 


Uetusgo ta Ufein ne Kasyapa and Sridutta 
Bhagusal. Perhapshe' Gates ne chy of 
have an idea about what ™ 

todo, 









They reached Bhagusali'shouse. 





Sridutta told the 
tale once more 





a 








Sridutta! Kasyapat Come in and 
welcome! Where have you been 
Sridutta? What happened to you? 


“An incredible story! 
believe it only 
because of your 
beautiful sword. 





Bhagusalil | musi avenge m 
father’s death. Will you 
help me? 


Bhagusali! Who is: 
that beautiful girl? 


She is a princess! 
She and her friends 
‘often come this way in 
| the evenings. 





Princess Mrigavati ha 
bitten by a snake. Doct 


to see if they can do 
anything for her. 













Sridutta reached the palace. 


Do not worry! | can cure her 
completely A 


Sridutta held the princess's hand pnd 
pretended to mumble some strange words, 















Let .ne slip the ring 
Vidvatprabha 

gave me 

onto her finger 






The princess woke as if from @ 


gt 


asizeable army. Mrigavatiwent with 
them, 











The king of Ujjain listened to the 
story of Sridutta 





| will bestow my daughter Mrigavati 
upon you, Please accept her! 





[in the forest 
some bandits 
attacked. 


Sridutta decided to chase the 
fleeing bandits 


Bhagusali! Stay 
here with 


As soon as Sriduta left Wit 


Alas! We were 
the soldiers, some hidden cheBted by these 
bandits attacked. 


fhe could not fight so many 
‘men, He fell to the ground, 





Please tell my husband, 





Sridutta retuened 


My friend! 
What happened? 








I have been waitin ie. breath, 
for you to return 
Sridutta. 


performed the ast tos 
forts sand one 
travel East nseerch 
of big wile, 


Ihave roamed this forest to no avail 


Just then he heard.a sound 
Sridutta.clmbed «trae 





Letme use this sword asa step 
then | can get to the higher 
branches. 





[have brought you 
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Seige ond Sitar uniuran eet et 


The bandits took away 
all of her jewols and 
left her to fend for 
herself. | found her 
and left her in the 
care of the chief 


minister of Madurapuri We must avenge my brother 


Kalanami, Vikram Sakti 
deserves to die! 


How strange 
that my 





protector 
Sridutta and Mrigavati turned out 
were joyfully united be your 


Lot us ask 
the king of 


Htwe offer the huntersin the forest some 
money they will jain us! 








‘A great army set 
out towards 
Malava, 













Vikram Sakti was 
stunned when the 
news reached him 





Yet Vikram Sakti fought with 
courage. 





What an enormous army! | was 
foolish to make an enemy of the 
brave Sridutta! 





May all that 
is good flourish 
in your reign, 


e must celebrate Diwali mean: 
W inafully this time,” said Rina, 
nodding her head. “Eating sweets 
and setting off crackers sso boring!” 
Itwas Saturday, and the hot sun 
blazed down. The six friends had 
gathered in their usual meeting 
place under the shady Neem tree 
in Ashish’s garden. They were a 
mixed bunch, Rina, Vani and 
Ashish were in the fifth standard 
and Nitin and Aditi were in the 
sixth, Deepak was the oldest of them 
all. He was in the seventh 
“| agree with Rina,” said 
Deepak. “This Diwali must be 
different. Does anyone have any 
ideas?” There was silence for 
awhile as each child pondered. “I 
have have an idea,” began Nitin 
hesitantly. He was quite shy. “I 
wonder if you'll ike it.” The others 
looked at him expectantly and he 
went on, “Let's each ‘adopt’ a child 
and make his or her Diwali a 
memorable one, We must choose 
children who can't afford a good 
time.” 








‘That's a splendid idea,” 
exclaimed Aditi. "My mother says 
that sharingiswhat makes a festival 
fun.” Everyone murmured their 
agreement. 

“I take it we all agree to Nitin's 
idea?” Deepak glanced round at 
his friends who nodded at once. 
“Okay, let's draw up a plan of 
action.” 

Rina took out a notepad and 
‘began jotting down the suggestions 
“Sweets and fireworks top the list, 
she said 

“What about clothes? I have a 
frock which is quite new, but I've 
outgrown it. I'd like someone to 
have it,” said Vani 

“That's a good idea!” said Ashish 
approvingly. “T'vea couple of shirts 
which aren't too old.” 

How about money?” asked 





Adi 

“No, wewon't give money,” said 
Deepak firmly. “But we can use 
pocket money to buy the things 
that we can't collect. We could 
also accept money as a donation 














to buy things.” 

“Who will collect the things and 
where can we store them ?” asked 
Nitin, His eyes shone in excitement 
behind his glasses. 

“L can store the things in the 
cupboard in our shed,” said Ashish. 
“But its dirty. Nitin, will you help 
me clean it up this evening?” 

“Sure!” said Nitin, With that the 
meeting broke up. The children 
had to go home for tea. 


‘The old cupboard in the shed 
overflowed with goodies. The 
sweets were on the top shelf in 
neat plastic packets, to keep off 
the ants. The lower shelf was filled 
with crackers of all kinds, and the 
<dothes were bundled into the lowest 
shelf 
The children had told their 
parents of their plan for Diwali, and 
the grown-ups had promised to 
help. The children were very busy. 
‘They wanted to earn the money 
3s 





that they would use for their Diwali 
treat. They spent every minute of 
their spare time running errands 
and doing little chores for their 
parents, who paid them for each 
task 

‘As each child added contribu: 
tions, the pile of things in the cup: 
board grew steadily. Everyone in 
the children’s school had heard of 
the Diwali treat. The students in the 
fifth and sixth had gone out of their 
way to help, and Deepak's friends 
in the seventh had given him three 
boxes of chocolates for their store. 

Pritish who studied in Deepak’s 
class, was quite a bully by nature. 
He laughed loudly when he heard 
about the treat. He was rather 
jealous of Deepak's popularity 
among his classmates. “Deepakis 
sucha goody two-shoes!” hejeered. 

Deepak didn’t pay any attention, 
He just ignored Pritish, who was 
ahways laughing and jeering at him. 
This cold shoulder enraged Pritish 


who decided that Deepak and his 
silly friends needed to be taught a 
lesson, He wondered how he could 
ruin the Diwali treat. 

As Pritish walked home from 
school, he passed Ashish's house 
and saw Ashish carrying a load of 
crackers to the shed. ‘Aha!’ he 
thought, ‘So this is where the 
goodies are being stored, Now | 
know how I'l ruin the treat!” With 
never a moment's thought for the 
poor children whose treat he was 
planning to ruin, he ran off home 
grinning, 

A\ Sitiopened the cupboard inthe 
evening, and let out a horrified 


gasp, Most of the fireworks were 
missing and some of the packets 
of sweets had been ripped open. 
All the children rushed to the 
cupboard on hearing Aditi's cry. 

“Crackers are missing!” cried 
Aditi. 


“The sweets have been opened,” 
shouted Nitin. 

The children were furious, Their 
lovely Diwalitreat had been spoil. 

“Why would anyone do some 
thing like this?” asked Rina, She 
had tears in her eyes. "We only 
wanted to give those poor children 
atreat.” 

"Don't ery, Rina, Let's find out 
who did this,” said Deepak grimly. 
“L checked the cupboard this 
morning and nothing was missing, 
Let's ask Ashish’s gardner if he saw 
someone.” 

The six children rushed out of 
the shed to find the gardner. He 
was rather surprised, but very 
helpful. 

“[ was here all day. But at half 
past three I went down the road to 
the little shop for my tea," he told 
them, Turning to Ashish he said, 
“Aditi and you were coming back 
from school, just as | returned, 





remember? No one else came in 
except the postman.” * 

“This is a spiteful trick, not a 
robbery. Ifit happened today itwill 
happen again tomorrow. I'm going 
to ask for permission to leave schoo 
early tomorrow and hide here to 
seewho itis,” said Deepak. "We all 
will,” said Ashish, “Don't you think 
that would look suspicious?” asked 
Nitin cautiously 

“We can say we are going to 
collect some fireworks from the 
wholesale market. That's so far 
away. No one need know of our 
plan to catch the thief,” said 
Deepak. Still discussing the plan 
the children went home, worried 
and anxious. 





The nest day the children arrived 
in Ashish’s house at exactly 
three o' clock, They crouched 
behind some bushes out of sight 
and waited, 
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Soon they heard soft footsteps. 
Sure enough, someone was cau: 
tiously creeping up the garden path, 
and into the shed, The children 
rose to their feet and followed the 
intruder, They swungthe door open, 
and gasped with shock, when they 
saw Pritish standing in front of the 
cupboard, with a pair a scissors in 
one hand, anda shirt inthe other. 
hy Pritish? Why? Just tell me 
that,” cried Rina, “Come on, talk!" 
said Deepak sternly. The children 
surrounded Pritish, demanding an 
explanation 

“Lwas sick of hearing everyone 
sing your praises,” said Prtish reluct 
antly, “My father met Deepak's 
parents at a party and ever since 
then he talks of nothing but your 
plans for Diwali. 

“Pritish, you're such a fool. Why 
didn’t you join us? We'd have been 
grateful for your help. Why did 
you spoil all these things?" cried 





Vani sadly, “These things weren't 
for us, They were for poor children. 
Didn't you stop to think of their 
disappointment?” 

“What are you going to do?” 
asked Pritish sullenly. 

“L suppose we could tell your 
father. But that would get you into 
a lot of trouble,” said Deepak 
doubtfully 

“He deserves it,” said Ashish 
fiercely, “He nearly spoilt every: 
thing!” 

“No! Mr. Mathur is very strict. 
He will punish Pritish,” said Deepak. 
{have a better idea.” He tured 
to Pritish. “There are only two days 
to go, and there are lots of things 
left to be done. Would you like to 
help us?” he asked, 

Pritish was startled. He hadn't 
expected a friendly overture. Of 
course it would please his father if 
hehelped Deepak. In fact it would 
please him too. Secretly Pritish 
admired Deepak a great deal. He 
hesitated — 

“Well?” said Deepak. “We won't 
go to your father. What do you 
say?” 

By this time, Pritish was rather 
ashamed of himself. “Allright,” he 
said, The other children mumbled 
awkwardly. They were still angry, 
but also felt little sorry for Pritish. 

Each child turned to his or her 
task and suddenly there was no 
time left over to feel awkward or 
sad, There were so many details to 
be attended to! Lists of children 
and things had to be made. A pit 


had to be dug for the bonfire that 
was to be lit in Ashish’s garden, 
Pritish helped the children with 
everything. He was most 
dependable and was willing to do 
even the most tiresome tasks. 

Allthe children knew that Pritish 
‘wes really sorry for what he had 
done. Hehadrun home and asked 
his father if he could give all his 
own fir two sets of brand 
new clothes and half the sweets his 
mother had made, to Deepak for 
the Diwali treat. His parents were 
most astonished, and had given 
him permission to do so. Deepak 
and the rest of the children were 
touched by Pritish’s gesture. They 
now counted him as one of the 
gang. 


[2w2salovelyDavalt. The children 
had collected enough things to 
give twenty-five poor children a 
Wonderful Diwali, The whole day 
was spent in laughter and sharing. 
That evening just before the 
bonfire, Vani brought out a gaily 
wrapped present from the shed, 
“This is for you Pritish, from all of 
us,” she said shyly. Pritish was 
astonished but awfully pleased. 





He opened the present and 
found a crisp, blue shirt inside. 
He happily changed into the new 


shirt and felt awarm happy feeling 
deep inside him. “This is truly the 
Diwali spirit.” he said smiling. “Six 
wonderful friends to care for, and 
so many children to share with. 
This is a Diwali to remember!" 












































Besides having been a leading national figure, Chacha 
\Nehiru, as he was affectionately known, wasa sensitive writer, 
and a great lover of children. His birthday, November 14. is 
celebrated as Children’s Day, all over the country. The story 
of Nehruji’s life is set during a tumultuous time in India's 
history. His work entitled An Autobiography, has been 
acclaimed both as an individual's quest for freedom, as well as 
‘an insight into the making of the mind of a new India. 

'Nehruji himself points out that itis worthwhile understand- 
ing.the past in order.to understand the present better. In the 
preface to his book he says : "An autobiography is a personal 
‘document and reflects personal views and reactions. But the 
person who wrote it was part of a larger movement and 
therefore represents the feelings of many others. | trust this 
book will revive something of the past, in the minds of many of 
those of the newer generation who did not have the personal 
experience of what it describes. 

‘One day each of you will read An Autobiogrephy for 
yourselves. What follows, is an adaptation of a small part of 
the great work, in which Nehruji speaks of his childhood. 








Act, 08, of prosperous 
parents is apt to be spoilt, especi 
ally so in India, Andwhen that son 
happens to have been an only child 
for the first eleven years of his exis 

tence there is little hope for him to 
escape this spoiling. My two sisters 
are very much younger than I am, 


and between each of us there 
isa long stretch of years. And so I 
grew up and spent my early years 
'2s asomewhat lonely child with no 
companions of my age. | did not 
even have the companionship of 
children at school for | was not 
sent to any kindergarten or primary 
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school. Governesses or private 
tutors were supposed to be in 
charge of my education, 

Our house itself was far from 
beinga lonely place, forit sheltered 
a large family of cousins and near 
relations, after the manner of Hindu 
families. But all my cousins were 
much older than | was and were 
students at the high school or the 
university and considered me far 
too young for their work or their 
play. And so in the midst of that 
big family I felt rather lonely and 
was left a great deal to my own 
fancies and solitary games. 

We were Kashmiris. Over two 
fiundred years ago, early in the 
eighteenth century, our ancestor 
came down from that mountain 
valley to seek fame and fortune in 
the rich plains below. Those were 
the days of the decline of the 
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Moghal Empire after the death of 
Aurungzeb, and Farrukhsiar was 
the Emperor. Raj Kaul was the 
name of that ancestor of ours and 
hehad gained eminence asa Sans- 
krit and Persian scholar in Kashmir, 
He attracted the notice of Farrukh- 
siar during the latter's visit to Kash- 
mir, and probably at the Emperor's 
instance, the family migrated to 
Delhi, the imperial capital, about 
the year 1716. 

A jagir with a house situated on 
the banks of a canal had been 
granted to Raj Kaul, and, because 
of this the word Nehru (from nahar, 
acanal) came to be attached to his 
name. Kaul had been the family 
name; this changed to Kaul-Nehru; 
and, in later years, Kaul dropped 
‘out and we became simply Nehrus. 

‘The Revolt of 1857 put an end 
to our family’s conneetion with 


Delhi, The family, having lost nearly 
all it possessed, joined the numer: 
us fugitives who were leaving the 
old imperial city and went to Agra. 

For some years the family lived 
in Agra, and it was in Agra on the 
sixth of May 1861 that my father 
was born.” My father lived with my 
uncle Nand Lal Nehru and grew 
up under his sheltering care 

My uncle attached himself to the 
newly established High Court and 
when this court moved to Allahabad 
from Agra, the family moved with 
it, Since then Allahabad has been 
our home. 

When Pandit Nand Lal, suddenly 
died my father suffered a terrible 
blow. Henceforward the: burden 
of carrying onallarge family mainly 
fell on his young shoulders, The 
professional success that he so 





7A curious and interesting coincidence 
‘Tha poet Rabindranath Tagore was alao born 
con thia very day, month and year, 


ardently desired soon came his way 
and btought him both additional 
work and money. Atan early age 
he had established himself as a 
successful lawyer. An ever-increas 
ing income brought many changes 
in our ways of living. Gradually 
our ways became more and more 
Westernized, Such was our home 
inthe early days of my childhood. 


‘was born in Allahabad on the 14th 
T November 1889, or, accordingto 
the Samvat calendar, Margshirsh 
Badi7, 1946, My childhood was a 
sheltered and uneventful one. 1 
listened to the grown-up talk of my 
cousins without always understand 
ing all of it. Often this talk related 
to the overbearing character and 
insulting manners of the English 
people and the need to stand 
up to this and not to tolerate it. 
Instances of conflicts between the 
rulers and the ruledwere common 
and were fully discussed. 





In railway trains, compartments 
were reserved for Europeans and 
however crowded the train might 
be — and they used to be terribly 
crowded — no Indian was allowed 
totravel in them, even though they 
were empty. Benches and chairs 
were also reserved for Europeans 
in public parks and other places. | 
was filled with resentment against 
the alien rulers of my country, who 
misbehaved in this manner, and 
whenever an Indian hit back I was 
glad. 

Much as I began to resent the 
presence and behaviour of the alien 
rulers, I had no feeling whatever, 
so far as I can remember, against 
individual Englishmen. I had had 
English governesses and occasional 
ysaw English friends of my father's 
Visiting him. In my heart I rather 
admired the English. 

In the evenings usually many 
friends came to visit father and he 


would relaxafter the tension of the 
day and the house would resound 
‘with his tremendous laughter. His 
laugh became famous in Allahabad, 
Sometimes | would peep at him 
and his friends from behind a cur- 
tain trying to make out what these 
great big people said to each other. 
If was caught in the act | would be 
dragged out and, rather frightened, 
made to sit for a while on father's, 
knee. Once I saw him drinking 
claret or some other red wine. 
Whisky I knew, I had often seen 
him and his friends drink it. But 
the new red stuff filled me with 
horror and | rushed to my mother 
to tell her that father was drinking 
blood. 

T admired father tremendously. 
He seemed to me the embodiment 
of strength and courage and clever- 
ness, far above all the other men | 
sew, and I treasured the hope that 
when | grew up I would be rather 








like him, He had a strong sense of 
humour and an iron will 

One of my earliest recollections 
is of his temper. I must have been 
about five or six, when | noticed 
‘one day, two fountain-pens on his 
office table, looked at them with 
greed and argued with myself that 
father could not require both at 
the same time. So helped myself 
to one of them. Later I found that 
a mighty search was being made 
for the lost pen and | grew frighten: 
ed at what I had done, but I did not 
confess, The pen was discovered 
and my quilt proclaimed to the 
world, Father was very angry and 
he gave mea tremendous thrash: 
ing. Almost blind with pain and 
mortification at my disgrace I rushed 
to mother, and for several days 
various craams and ointments were 


applied to my aching and quivering 


little body. 1 do not remember 
bearing any ilwill towards my father 
because of this punishment. Ithink 
I must have felt that it was a just 
punishment, though perhaps over: 
done. But though my admiration 
and affection for him remained as 
strong as ever, fear formed a part 
of my feelings for him. 

Not sowith my mother. Ihad no 
fear of her, for 1 knew that she 
would condone everything | did, 
and, because of her excessive and 
indiscriminating love for me, tried 
to dominate over her a little. I saw 
much more of her than I did of 
father and she seemed nearer to 
me and would confide in her when 
I would not dream of doing so to 
father. She was petite and short of 
stature and soon I was almost as 


cd 


tall as she was and felt more of an 
equal with her. | admired her beauty 
and loved her amazingly small and 
beautiful hands and feet. 

‘Another of my early confidants 
Was a munshi of my father's, Munshi 
Mubarak Ali. He was gentle and 
forbearing and a sure haven of re 
“fuge whenever [was unhappy or in 
trouble. With his fine grey beard he 
seemed to my young eyes very 
ancient and full of old time lore, 
and [ used to snuggle up to him 
and listen, wide eyed, by the hour 
to his innumerable stories — old 
tales from the Arabian Nights or 
other sources, or accounts of the 
happenings in 1857 and 1858. It 
was many years later, when I was 
grown up, that Munshiji died. 
The memory of him still remains 
with me as a dear and precious 
Possession. 

Therewere other stories also that 
| listened to, stories from the old 
Hindu mythology, from the epics, 
the Ramayana and the Mahabha- 
rata, that my mother and aunt used 
to tell us. My aunt, the widow of 
Pandit Nand Lal, was learned in 
the old Indian books and had an 
inexhaustible supply of these tales, 
and my knowledge of Indian mytho- 
logy and folklore became quite 
considerable. 

Then there were the great festival 
days — the Holl, when all over the 
city there was a spirit of revelry and 
we could squirt water at each other, 
the Diwali the festival of light, when 
all the houses were lit up with 
thousands of dirp lights in earthen 
cups; the Janmashtamito celebrate 
the birth in prison of Krishna at the 
midnight hour (but it was very 
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difficult for us to keep awake till 
then); the Dussera and Ram Lila 
when tableaux and processions re- 
enacted the old story of Rama- 
chandra and his conquest of Lanka 
and vast crowds assembled to see 
them. On the two Iddays Munshijt 
‘would dress up in his best attire 
and go to the big mosque for pra- 
vers, and I would go to his house 
and consume sweet vermicelli and 
other dainties. 

‘Amongst us and the other Kash- 
mir there were also some special 
celebrations which were not obser- 
ved by most of the other Hindus. 
Chief of these was the Naoroz, the 
New Year's Day according to the 
Samvat calendar. This was ahways 
2 special day for us when all of us 
wore new clothes, and the young 
people of the house got small sums 
of money as tips. 

But more than all these festivals 
Iwas interested in one annual event 
in which I played the central part 
— the celebration of the anniversary 
‘ofmybirth. Thiswasa day of great 
excitement for me. Early in the 
‘morning I was weighed in a huge 
balance against some bagfuls of 
wheat and other articles which were 
then distributed to the poor, and 
then I arrayed myselfin new clothes 
and received presents, and later in 
the day there was a party. [felt the 
hhero-of the occasion. My chief 
grievance was that my birthday 
‘came so rarely. Indeed | tried to 
start an agitation for more frequent 

I did not realize then 
that a time would comewhen birth- 
days would become unpleasant 
reminders of advancing age. 

One little incident of those early 





days stands out in my memory. | 
must have been about seven or 
eight then, L used to go out every 
day for a ride accompanied by a 
sawar from a cavalry unit then 
stationed in Allahabad, One even. 
ing I had a fall and my pony — a 
pretty animal, partly Arab — return 
ed home without me. Father was 
giving a tennis party, There was 
great consternation and all the 
members of the party, headed by 
father, formed a procession in all 
kinds ‘of vehicles, and set out in 
search of me, They met meon the 
way and I was treated as if | had 
performed some heroic deed! 


hen I was ten years old we 
changed over to a new and 
much bigger house which my father 
named Anand Bhawan. The house 


had a big garden and a swimming 
pool 
Soon | learnt to swim and felt 
completely at home in and under 
thewater. During the long and hot 
* summer days I would go for a dip 


at all odd hours, many times a day. 
‘An unfailing joy was to frighten, by 
pushing or pulling, those who did 
not know how to swim. Iremember, 
particularly, Dr. Tej Bahadur Sapru 
who was then ajunior at the Allaha- 
bad Bar. He knew no swimming 
and had no intention of learning it. 
He would sit on the first step in 
fifteen inches of water, refusing 
absolutely to go forward even to 
the second step, and shouting loud- 
ly if anyone tried to move him 
The Boer War was then going 
on and this interested me and all 
my sympathies were with the Boers. 
_Ibegan to read the newspapers to 
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get news of the fighting, 

A démestic event, also absorbed 
myattention, Thad longnourished 
a secret grievance at not having 
any brothers or sisters when every- 
body else seemed to have them, 
and the prospect of havingat last a 
baby brother or sister all to myself 
‘was exhilarating, Father was then 
in Europe, | remember waiting 
anxiously in the verandah for the 
event. 


hen | was about eleven a new 
Weesident tutor, Ferdinand T, 
Brooks, came and took charge of 
me, He was partly Irish (on his 
father’s side) and his mother had 
been a Frenchwoman ora Belgian. 
For nearly three years he was with 
me and in many ways he influenced 
me greatly, The only other tutor | 
had at the time was a dear old 
Pandit whowas supposed to teach 
me Hindi and Sanskrit. After many 
years’ effort the Pandit managed 
to teach me extraordinarily little, 
so litle that I can only measure my 
pitiful knowledge of Sanskrit with 
the Latin | learnt subsequently at 
Harrow. The fault no doubt was 
mine, lam not good at languages, 
and grammar has had no attraction 
for me whatever, 

F.T, Brooks developed in me a 
taste for reading and I read a great 
‘many English books, though rather 
aimlessly, Iwas well up in children’s 
and boys’ literature; the Lewis 
Carroll books were great favourites, 
and The Jungle Books and Kim. | 
‘was fascinated by Gustave Doré's 
illustrations to Don Quixote, and 
Fridtjof Nansen’s Farthest North 
opened out a new realm of adven- 
ture to me, 


Iremember reading many of the 
novels of Scott, Dickens and Thac- 
keray, H.G, Wells's romances, Mark 
Twain, and the Sherlock Holmes 
stories. !wasthrilled by the Prisoner 
ofZenda, and Jerome K. Jerome's 
Three Men in a Boat was for me 
the last word in humour, Another 
book stands out stil in my memory, 
itwas Du Maurier’ Trilby, also Peter 
Ibbetson, | also developed a liking 
for poetry, a liking which has to 
some extent endured and survived 
the many other changes to which | 
have been subject 

Brooks also initiated me intothe 
mysteries of science, We rigged up 
alittle laboratory and there I used 
to spend longand interesting hours 
‘working out experiments in elemen- 
tary physics and chemistry, 

Thave no doubt that those years 
with F:T. Brooks, left a deep impress 
upon me and Ifeel that lowe hirn a 
great debt 











ationalistic ideas filled my mind. 

I mused of Indian freedom and 
‘Asiatic freedom from the thraldom 
of Europe, Idreamt of brave deeds, 
of how, sword in hand, | would 
fight for India and help in freeing 
her. 

Iwas fourteen, Changes were 
taking place in our house. My older 
cousins, having become profess 
onal men, were leaving the com: 
mon home and setting up their 
own households separately. 

In May 1905, when Iwas fifteen, 
we set sail forEngland, Father and 
mother, my baby sister and I, we all 
‘went together, for itwas in England 
that I was to pursue my studies. 
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Rtyr2s beginning to get ver Mos litle puppies have wonderful 
tired of sitting still. The heat memories — but not Ruby. Sweet, 
made him feel very sleepy. He lay plump little Ruby was an absent: 
onthe ground, hot and uncomfort- minded lttle dog and always forgot" 
able. everything, 

Ruby belonged to young Satvir. As Ruby lay on the ground, a 


B 


little squirrel ran by him, carrying 
something white in its mouth. 
Something white.... and gleaming... 
Suddenly Ruby remembered his 
bone. He had buried it deep in the 
ground, “Oh! it would be nice to 
chew on my bone,” thought Ruby. 
“But where did I hide it?” 

Sniff... sift... sniff... Ruby hunted 
high and low for his bone, but he 
could not remember where he had 
buried it. He dug up the flower 
beds, broke two flower pots and 
even looked in the garbage heap. 
He found so many things — an 
old, rusted spade, a broken pot, a 
soap box, and four blue buttons 
but the bonewas not tobe found. 

“Ruby!” called Satvir, “Ruby! 
Come on, let's go for a wall 
Hurry!" 

Ruby ran up to Satvir, who picked 
him up for a cuddle, and then 
opened the gate. Ruby liked going 
for walks. As they walked down 
the road Ruby ran round and round 
Satvir in exitement. Ruby's tail was 
wagging and he was full of energy. 
He had forgotten all about the bone! 

Seon they reached a mango 
gfove. The grove belonged to 
Lalchand, who was a rich and 
powerful man. People feared him 
and tired to avoid him as much as 
possible, 








Do you believe in free speech? 

Certainly, Ido! 

Splendid! May | use your telephone? 
— Kuthalam Abitha, 








Ruby saw Satvir looking up at 
the mangoes and knew that the 
boy's mouth waswatering. Hewas 
wishing that he could pluck just 
one, But it was too dangerous. 
Ruby's friend Poopoo, a’naughty 
daschund puppy, had been beaten 
severely by the watchman because 
he entered the grove. 

Suddenly Ruby remembered his 
bone! He began to sniff around in 
the bushes. "Perhaps I buried the 
bone in the mango: grove!” he 
thought. He quickly found a gap 
Inthe fence and squeezed his plump 
body through it 


Ruby began to dig here and there. 
He dug small holes and big ones, 
He found many strange things. 
But where was his bone?’ Sniff. 
Sniff... Aha! Ruby could smell 
something exciting He scraped 
with his forepaws and uncovered a 
bag. The bag came undone as 
Ruby pulled hard at tt, and cold 
and shiny biscuits fellon the ground. 
Ruby picked one up in his mouth 
to bite it but it was very hard. 

Ruby could see Satvir's frighten: 
ed face peering at him over the 
fence. He also heard the thump... 
thump... of foot steps. It sounded 
like thewatchman. Quick as lighting 
Ruby ran to the gap in the fence 
and squeezed through it, the biscuit 
stil held firmly between his teeth, 
Ruby laid the biscuit at Satvir's feet 
and looked up at him wagging his 
tail, “Good dog Ruby, good dog!" 
cried Satvir. But Ruby was still sad. 
Why couldn't he remember where 
he had hidded his bone? 

Satvir and Ruby ran home. Satvir 
showed the biscuit to his father, 








voices shouting, and recognised the 
watchman who had beaten his 
friend Poopoo. “What do you 
mean?” Lalchand was shouting. 
“'Thave no gold biscuits! You can't 
prove you got that from my grove!” 

Ruby didn't like the sound of 
angry voices. He decided to look 
for his bone again, He jumped off 
thejeep and squeezed through the 
gap in the fence, He scraped the 
ground where he had found the 
biscuits. Perhaps hewould find his 
bone if he dug deeper. Soon he 
found another biscuit, as cold, as 
hard and as shiny as the first — but 
no bone! Well, perhaps Satvir would 
like this biscuit as much as the first 
one. 

Ruby ran to where Satvir stood 
beside the crowd of shouting men 
and dropped the biscuit at his feet. 
‘The policeman caught sight of him 
and began to laugh. “Here Ruby's 
got proof!” he said. 

Ruby was petted and cuddled. 
The police had promised Satvir a 
reward for his help in catching 
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Lalchand. Ruby liked to be cuddled 
but he was stil so sad — he could 
not find his bone anywhere. "Wher. 
‘ever did | hide it?” he wondered in 


ir 

The next day Ruby lay in the 
sun, Hewasquite sleepy. Suddenly, 
he saw Shai, the neighbour's cat 
‘on the compound wall. She held 
something in her mouth. He got 
upand barked loudly. The frighten 
ed cat dropped what she was hold- 
ing, and ran away. Ruby ran up to 
the wall and there half-buried in 
the sand was his.bone! Now he 
remembered! He had left the bone 
by Shai's milk dish two days ago. 

Just then Satvir came out of the 
house holding a large bone in his 
hand. “Ruby, my pet! You were 
so clever to find the gold biscuits! 
The policeman has sent you this 
bone as a reward!" he said. 

Ruby was delighted! Not only 
had he found his old bone but had 
gota new one aswell! “Iwas lucky 
this time,” thought Ruby, “but I'l 
never never forget things a 
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Mt, 04 you who watch tee 
vision today may never have 
heard of John Logie Baird. But all 
‘of us who enjoy the wonder of 
television owe this remarkable man 
a great debt. 

John Baird carried out expert 
ments with odds and ends thatwere 
ready to be thrown away. He used 
a tea chest, a biscuit box, damning 
needles, the glass from bicycle 
lamps, and an old electric motor to 
invent television 





On January 27, 1926, from his 
little room in London, John Baird 
sent the very first television picture, 
It showed the head of a dummy 
used on stage! 

How does television work? If 
you look at the picture you will see 
a clown playing a musical instru 
ment. The television camera (like 
acine camera) takes about twenty 
five photographs a second and then 
tus the pictures into lines — which 
are made up of thousands of dots, 








The sound too is transmitted 
through a microphone (as in 2 
radio). These in tum are converted 
into electric impulses and passed 
onto a transmitter. The television 
2erials usually affixed to the roofs 
‘of ourhomes receives the waves of 
transmission and passes them into 
the television set. In the set the 
waves are converted back into light 
and sound. 

Television transmitters have to 
be very tall because the waves used 
to transmit the picture have only a 
limited range. So sometimes aux! 
liary troftsmitters are set up at inter- 
vals of about thirty miles. They 
receive the original picture and pass 
iton. 

The artificial satellites circling the 
Earth for space research area great 
help to television. They can be 
used to relay programmes over vast 
distances, The satellites circle the 
Earth at the height of hundreds of 
miles, where there is no obstacle in 
the path of the waves carrying the 
picture. By means of these satellites 
events of interest to people every 
where, like the recent Olympic 
‘Games at Seoul or the Wimbledon 
Lawn Tennis Championships, can 
be seen in countries all over the 
world at the same time, 

Today television is like looking 
through a magic window and seeing 
allthe world! We canwatch history 
as it is being made. We have been 
with astronauts into space and we 
have even seen our own Earth as 
we would see it from the Moon. 

So next time you watch your 
favourite television programme 
remember to think of John Logie 
Baird. 














ONE LONELY NIGHT. 











As I slowly fell asleep, 
In a mansion, one lonely night, 
Isaw someone silently creep, 

And I received a terrible fright! 


As it neared and beside me stood 
It was still and mumbled. 

It suddenly raised its hood. 
Seeing it off, | trembled. 


From a bottle it drank wine 
And came closer and closer. 

A chill ran through me to my toes, 
As it drew a dagger! 


It raised its hand for the kill 
Topened my mouth to scream 
Allat once [ woke up 

And found it was a horrible dream. 


M. Vijay Narayanan, aged 14 








Rand Ra) abiays looked for 
ward to their Uncle Mohan's 
visit. The morning's post had 
brought a letter from their uncle. 
Hewas to arive on Sunday, Today 
was only Monday! 

“Mummy, please write and ask 
Uncle Mohan to come earlier,” 
pleaded Raj. “I'm going to solve 
Uncle's puzzle this ime!” “Never!” 
cried Ravi. “I'm going to win!” 

Their mother smiled, “Be patient 
boys,” she said “You have only 
another five days to wait! Then yo 
can solve allthe puzzles you want.” 

Sunday dawned bright and clear. 
Ravi and Raj were up early to 
welcome their uncle. No sooner 
had their uncle arrived than the 
boys began pestering him. Their 
mother reminded them that itwasn't 
good mannersto bother their quest 
before he had refreshed himselt 
after his long journey. So they 
‘waited impatiently while their uncle 
had a bath and a hearty breakfast. 

“We are ready for your puzzle,” 
they said as they sprawled on the 











floor by the feet of their uncle who 
was seated on a low stool, 


“Its a difficult one this time. Lets 
see who can solve it,” said uncle 
Mohan, and Ravi and Raj were all 
attention. 





‘nce upon atime,” began Uncle 

Mohan, “there lived arich man 
‘who wanted a clever and intelligent 
servant. At last after much search- 
ingthere came amanwhoseemed 
tofitthe bill. The rich man decided 
to employ him, and asked how 
much money he expected as salary. 


“Sir, please give me one sovereign 
a day. But I'd like to have thirty 
days salary in advance,’ said the 
servant, ‘But what if | am not 
satisfied with your work after a 
week?’ asked the rich man. ‘In that 
case master, will take what is due 
to me and return the rest of the 
money to you,’ said the man, The 
rich man agreed. Thirty sovereigns 


were given to the man and he was 
asked to start work. 

The servant came to work the 
next day, which was the first of the 
month, He had melted all the thirty 
sovereigns into five gold rings of 
different weights and he wore one 
‘on each of his tive fingers. On 
seeing this the rich manwas furious. 
‘How dare you melt the sovereigns," 
he shouted, ‘Now how will you 
return my money ifl want to dismiss 
you after twelve days?’ The servant 
reassured him, ‘Don't worry sit. | 
have had the rings specially made 
so that I can retum the exact amount 
due to you on any day of the month. 
So you can dismiss me whenever 
you like!’ he said.” 

“YL neteisthis a story or apuzle?” 
interrupted Ravi. Itwas.a long 

tale. “I was just coming to that, Be 

patient Ravi,” said his uncle. The 

problem was getting more interest: 





ingand the boys’ mother now joined 
the group. 

“Here's the problem, boys. Find 
the weight of each of the rings the 
servant wore, He has to return the 
exact amount due to his master on 
any day of the month, He cannot 
break the rings. 1'll give you time 
till one o'clock to find the answer. 
This beautiful leather wallet is for 
the winner!" 

Raviand Raj ook at one another. 
It was a tough problem this time. 
“Oh, its too difficult for me, said 
the boys’ mother and she went into 
the kitchen to get lunch ready. 
Uncle Mohan flipped through a 
magazine, The boys frowned over 
their sheets of paper and chewed 
on their pens, They were deep in 
thought. The minutes ticked away. 

The clock struck one. Ravithrew 
down his pencil and paper in dis- 
gust. He didn't know the answer. 
“Well Raj? Give up?" asked Uncle. 





















“Just give me a little more time,” 
pleaded Raj, “All right” said uncle 
Mohan. 

Soon Raj let out a whoop of joy. 
“ve got it, I've got the answer!” he 
yelled. “Tel us," said Uncle Mohan. 
“The rings weighed one, two, four, 
eight and fifteen sovereigns each,” 
said Raj. He was quite proud to 
have arrived at the answer. 

“Good work, Raj. The wallet is 
yours,” said Uncle Mohan. 

ut you didn't finish the story 
Uncle," said Ravi. “What happened 
next?” 


Uncle Mohan laughed. “When 
the servant explained the weight of 
the rings to his master, the rich 
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man realized that the manwasboth | “J. Butterily 

intelligent and clever. He made] 2. Swimming 
him his treasurer and they... 3. Gooly the dog 
“lived happily ever after!) 4. Twenty-two 


chorused the boys laughing loudly, 
Translation by Em: 


5. Leaning Tower of Pisa 


E[S|t 








Dear Reader, 


Those of you who like to ask questions must learn to use 
libraries, Then instead of waiting for someone to answer your 
{questions you can hunt for and find the answers yourself. That is 
so much more exciting! 

In these days of sophisticated printing many lovely illustrated 
books have been published putting a vast amount of information 
at our disposal, Just leafing through an eneyclopoedie whether or 
not you have a specific question is an exciting way to learn. 

Tn fact I have learnt a great many things by simply trying to 
find answers to your questions. I have consulted many books 
that I never read before and talked to many experts in various 
fields from whom I have leant many things. 

C. Naresh from Arakkonam has urittten to ask me who 
invented television, and how it works. I think the article on page 
78 will answer his question. 

Do continue to write to me and ask questions. | once again 
request you to put down your age and address in your letters. 
Looking forward to hearing from you at my usual address: — 

Aunty Leela, 

Gokulam, 

Guindy, 

Madras-600 032. 


Your friend, 


Aunty bee beste 


How does blood pressure 
occur? 

S.S. Radhika 

. Subha 
Tiruvengadu, 


A._ Blood pressure is the pressure 
that blood exerts against the walls 
of the arteries, tubes that carry blood 
to the heart. The amount of pres: 
sure depends on several things — 
how hard and how fast the heart 





. 


can pump, how iar the arteries will 
expand, and the amount of blood 
in the arteries. 

Blood pressure is not a disease. 
Everyone has blood pressure which 
can be measured by an instrument 
known as sphygmomanometer. 

Blood pressure usually rises with 
age because the arteries become 
less elastic and slow down the flow 
of blood. Doctors generally call 
high blood pressure essential hyper 
tension. Low blood pressure is 
called hypotension. 


Q. Is the Taj Mahal a wonder 
of the world? 
S. Visalakshi, 
Madurai. 
A. Any structure natural or man 
made which inspires us with awe 
and admiration is a wonder of the 
world. Certainly the Taj Mahal is 










an awesome sight to behold. It 
represents the love of a great em 
peror for his queen, 

However if you read the article 
entitled Seven Wonders of the 
World in the October issue of 
Gokulam, you will learn what the 
Seven Ancient Wonders of the 
world were and how they were 
chosen. 


Q. When and where was the 
system of banking first ins- 
talled? 

Anitha Rajappan. 
Karumathampatty. 

A. Abankisa business establish 

ment that safeguards people's 

money and uses it to make loans 








and investments, 


This system is 
nearly as old as civilization itseli 
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Theancient Komans developed an 
advanced banking system to serve 
their vast trade network, which 
extended throughout Europe, Asia 
and much of Airica. 

The financial networks and trade 
of Rome were destroyed with the 
decline of the Roman Empire. 
However the Justinian Code, 2 
collection of laws issued around 
500 AD. included many banking 
regulations. 

Modern banking began to deve- 
lope between the 13th and 17th 
centuries, in Italy. The word bank 
comes from thelltalian word banco 
or banca meaning bench. Early 
Italian bankers conducted their 
business on benches in the street! 
Gradually large banking firms were 
established and banking activities 
soon spread throughout the world. 


Q. Who invented the com- 
puter? 
R. Arvind, 
Bangalore. 





‘A. The inventions and ideas of 
many mathematicians and scientists 
led to the development of the com- 
puter. The first mechanical calcula- 
fingmachines were invented during 
the 1600s. The most notable of 
these devices was built in 1642 by 
the French mathematician and 
scientist Blaise Pascal. His machine 
added and subtracted by means of 
rotating toothed wheels. 

Around 1830 Charles Babbage, 
an Englishman tried to construct 
an analytical engine, but his project 
could not be completed due to lack 
of funding and technical know-how. 

In 1930, Vannevar Bush, an 
‘American electrical engineer, built 
the first reliable analog computer. 
He developed his machine called 
2 differential anakzerto solve difer 
ential equations. 

In 1946, J.P. Eckert and 
JW. Mauchly, who were engineers 
from the U.S.A, built ENIAC the 
first fully electronic digital computer 


which performed approximately 
5,000 arithmetic operations a 
second, 

The computer was not invented 
by a single person and since the 
ENIAC many scientists have contri 
buted to the development and 
improvement of this modem marvel. 


Q. Why do bubbles rise and 


Why doesn't the eagle flap 
its wings while crows and 
other birds do? 

Krishna Balaraman, 
Bangalore. 


Q 


‘A. Have you seen an eagle? Ii 
you have lived in Bangatore all your 
life, I doubt it. Unless you are a 


keen bird watcher, I think that you 





then fall? 
Sumitra Srinivas, 
New Delhi. 


A. When we blow bubbles each 
bubbles filed with our breath which 
is warm. Hot air rises, So the 
bubbles of warm air rise, Soon 
when the air inside the bubbles cool 
they begin to fall, The weight of 
the filmy soapy skin pulls them 
down, Early balloons which carried 
men in baskets beneath them were 
filled with hot air. 


may have seen a kite which you 
mistook for an eagle! 


To return to your question, all 
birds have to flap their wings to fly. 
But depending on the size of the 
bird and the length of its wing span, 
some birds can glide through the 
air, by using air currents to remain 
aloft 


However if you study aerodyna: 
mics you can learn how the body 
of the bird is adapted for flight. 
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Q. How do flowers get their 

scent? 

Murali Kasturi, 

Mangalore. 
A. The scent of flowers comes 
from special oils that are made in 
the plant. These oils are called 
essential oils, and irom this we get 
the word essence. The oils are 
also called volatile oils. This means 
oils which give off vapour into the 


air, litwere not for this vapourwe 
would have to go very close to a 
flower before we could enjoy its 
scent 

It is the scent that draws bees, 
and butterflies to flowers and this 
helps pollination, and in turn helps 
the plant to multiply, Flowers that 
give off scent at night attract moths, 


Q. What would happen if the 





sun stopped shining? 

T. Nadir, 

Guntur, 
A. Without the sun there would 
be no life on earth. There would 


be no people, no animals and no 
plants. The earth would be just a 


ago! 

Longago, the earth was covered 
with great forests. When they died 
all the trees fell into the swamps, 
and began to rot. This went on 
and on for thousands and thou: 
sands of years, with trees and plants 


falling on top of each other to form 


mass of freezing rocks. 








What is coal made of? ayers. 
P.S. Sivagan With the weight pushing down 
Hyderabad the vegtation was pressed harder 
‘A. When we look at a piece of and harder until it became a kind 
coal its hard to realize that we may of rock. Man discovered this rock 
be looking at a part of a splendid and discovered that it burned. It 
tree which grew 250 million years was coal 
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‘Sweet Babe, in thy face As thy softest limbs | feel 

Soft desires I can trace, Smiles as of the morning steal 
Secret joys and secret smiles, __O’er thy cheek, and o'er thy breast 
Little pretty infant wiles Where thy little heart does rest 





— William Blake 
from A Cradle Song. 








adhu woke up to find himself 
M ving on a bed in a strange 
room, A strong smell of antiseptic 
assailed his nostrils. He could hear 
a soft voice. It sounded like his 
aunt Sheela. He strained his ears 
to catch the words. 

“My Madhu willbe all ight, won't 
he, doctor?” she was saying anxious: 
ly. “He has lost his little leit toe. 1 
have done my best for him. He will 
beable towalk again but the wound 
will take awhile to heal. Perhaps it 
will take a month, But there is 
nothing to worry about, madam. 
Give him something hot to drink 


a_ 3 &_s _E 3 





TIANA, 





when hewakes up. Iwill come and 
see him again after my rounds,” 

Madhu tried to open his eves, 
but his lids felt very heavy. He was 
awfully thirsty. He tried to get up 
but there seemed to be something 
weighing down hisleg, The searing 
pain made him cry out aloud. 

‘Aunt Sheela was by his side in a 
trice. “Thank God you are awake, 
Madhu! | have been dreadiully 
‘worried. Here, drink this milk, dear, 
Itwill make you feel better. Does it 
hurt very much?” 

“It hurts terribly, aunty. Some: 
thing seems toweigh down my le! 


a 
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But tell me where are ws 
Madhu. "In hospital, child!" replied 
his aunt, “Don't you remember? 
You fell down when the dacoit shot 
at your leg, You were unconscious 
when we brought you here. I'm so 
thankful that you are allright now. 
Now, just lie down and rest. You 
mustn't exert yourself, The doctor 
will be coming to see you soon. 
The hot drink refreshed Madhu 
slightly. He sank back into the 
pillows with a tired sigh. The events 
of the day before slowly came crowd: 
ing back into his mind... 





unt Sheela had come to Madras 
to attend a wedding, and had 
stayed in Madhu's house. She 
invited Madhu to spend his holidays 
in Kerala with her. Madhu was 
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delighted at the prospect of seeing 
his cousins in Trivandrum, 

Madhu and his aunt set out after 
lunch in a bus. Madhu read for a 
awhile, and then looked out of the 
window drinking in the beauty of 
the landscape, They passed through 
the ghat section, and Madhu could 
see the mountains clad in lush green 
foliage, The setting sun glowed 
orange and then slowly slipped out 
of sight. When it was completely 
dark the interior lights of the bus 
were switched on, Only then did 
Madhu take a look at his fellow 
passengers 

The bus was nearly full. There 
wasalarge wedding party and all 
the ladies wore jewels. A chubby 
girl, (about three years old) sat 
beside her mother pestering the 


woman for another biscuit. Her 
ear drops danced when she shook 
her head. She wore a gold chain 
with a pendant around her neck. 
She reminded Madhu of his litle 
sister Anita 

Onalonelystretch of road in the 
ghat section, two men signalled the 
bus to stop. The driver obliged 
and they got in, one of them had a 
beard and the other wore dark 
glasses. The driver was just about 
to start up again, when the man 
with dark glasses whipped out a 
gun and ordered him to stop the 
bus, 

“The first to move will be a dead 
man," threatened the dacoit. The 
passengers sat still as if turned to 
stone, The dacoit ordered his 
accomplice to go around the bus 
and collect all the valuables, All 


is 


the passengers meekly surrendered 
their watches jewels and cash, fear- 
ing for theirlives. Nobody dared to 
protest 

The dacoit tried to pull the chain 
from around the little gir!'s neck 
and she set up aloud wail, Madhu's, 
blood boiled, He was furious. He 
felt he had to do something! 

He jumped up onto his seat and 
shouted "Snake! Snake!” at the 
top of his voice, Allthe passengers 
began to shout loudly. Many of 
them stood up on their seats. In 
the ensuing chaos the dacoits were 
jostled, Madhu, who was waiting 
forjust this moment aimed a force: 
ful kick at the hand which held the 
gun, The gun fell to the floor. 

Two of the passengers fell upon 
the disarmed man and over power: 
ed him, The man with dark glasses 





pounced on his gun once more. 
Madhu tried to kick him again but 
the dacoit had already squeezed 
the trigger. Pain shot through 
Madhu's foot, He saw the bus driver 

II the gun from his assailant from 

thind, Some of the ladies were 
crying, The man with dark glasses, 
was struggling with the bus driver 
and suddenly everythingwentblack.. 
H 22122 you eet now, Madhu?” 

The doctor's cheerful voice 
brought Madhu back to the painful 
present from the exciting adventure 
of the day before. “My whole foot 
is throbbing doctor,” said Madhu 
“It hurts a great deal!" 

“You have been very brave son!” 
said the doctor “and prevented those 
thugs from making off with valuab- 
les worth alot of money. The Super 








intendent 0 Police will soon be here 
to congratulate you. You are going 
to be just fine, I'm going to give you 
an injection to reduce the pain. 
‘You may even be able to get up 
tomorrow, Just wait and see!” The 
doctor was trying to cheer him up. 


Madhu smiled. “I heard you 
speak to my aunt, doctor, 1 can 
wait for a month before walking 
again, | don't mind losing my little 
toeeither. My iather isa soldier and 
Lam going to be one too! Soldiers 
have to be ready to do their duty at 
all costs.” 


‘The doctor smiled at the boy's 
words, "You arewise beyond your 
years, child. Yes, you'll make a 
fine soldier!" 































































































Bike RUhfay— 





Please publish the child 
hood days of Subramania 
Bharati and the stories of 
Sherlock Holmes in the 
forthcoming issue of 
Gokularn 


Bharat Kumar, 
‘Arun Kur: 
Pondicherry. 





1 collect stamps and 'd 
lke to increase my collec 
tion by writing letters to 
pentriends abroad. Will 
you start a pentriend 
column in Gokulam? 
Mahesh ier, 

Vapi, Gujarat. 


Weill be grateful if you 
publish articles on blood 
donation and pictures of 
forts and palaces 

R. Chitra, aged 13 
RAnun, aged 11 
Madras. 


read Gokulam in English 
and Tamil. [like Adven 
tures of Amar and Ichibo, 
‘Ask Aunty Leela gives use 
ful information. Did You 





Know? was supers 


VRS. Raghavan, 
Madras. 


| iked the poems My Kite 
and Bus Ride Please 
publish more articles on 
Science and Geography. 
S. Usha, aged 13 
Kumbakonam 


would lke to know more 
‘about our country and our 
people. Iwould also like 
to read about events that 
happenall over the world, 
Sunny Joseph, 


Pathamamthitta, Kerala, 


‘On page 17 of the October 
‘ssue, there was a puzzle 
inwhich the readers were 
asked to find twenty hid 
den words. My grand 
daughter came up with 
nearly thirty words and 
asked meto explain. The 
words Plan, lane, leak, 
mole and mat are only 3 
few of the words that did 
not appear among your 
answers. Pethaps you 
‘could have instructed the 








eaders to find at least 
‘twenty words to avoid the 
contusion. However the 
word puzzles that you have 
published in allyour issues 
are good ways of increas 
ing the vocabulary of chil 
dren, 

N Sethuraman, 
Bombay. 


Lam delighted to read 
Gokulam every month, It 
is exciting and informative 
Allthe stories are interest 
Ing. Td like to read about 
the Olympic Games 
Usha. V, aged 14 
Bombay. 


Atter reading the October 
‘sue from coverto cover, 
my son ordered me to get, 
the back issues. You 
should have seen his face 
light up when he saw them 
fon the dining table when, 
he returned from school 
He devoured them instead 
of his tiffin, and asked for 
more! Congratulations! 
‘Sujatha Vijayaraghavan, 
Madras. 
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whowas born in Warsaw, Poland in 186: 
Her maiden name was Marie Sklodowska 
She studied mathematics. physics an 
chemistry in Paris, where she 








Bose was born 





irJagadish Chan 
‘on November 30, 1855 
Bengal (which is now in 
Hewas aplant physiologist and physicist 
who invented highly sensitive instruments 
for the detection of minute responses by 








ling organisms, to external stimuli. He 
‘was a pioneer in this tied and paved the 
wow for later bi ts whn pent 





iat 
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ail of Messrs Bhar 


acquainted with Pierre Curie, whom she 


She and her husband worked together 
in studying the radiation given off by radio: 
active substances, to find the source of 
radioactivity. They separated minute 
amounts of two new highly radioactive 
chemical elements from tonnes of Ura 
nium ore and named them radium and 
polonium. For this wotk they shared the 
Nobel Prize in Physics in 1903 with French 
physicist Antoine Henri Becquerel. 


Aer the death of her husband in 1906, 
Madam Curie continued the work. She 
received the Nobel Prize in Chemistry in 
1911. for her work in isolating 
and studying its chemical properties. She 
helped tound the Radium Institute (now 
4 the Curie Institute) in Pars in 1914 
first di 



















out the parallelism between plant and 


animal tis 
‘One ot his major contributions to scien 
were the improvements he made on the 
herer an early form of radio detector 
Jagadish Chandra Bose left England 
with a degree in 1884 and became pro- 
sso of physical science at Presidency 
College, Calcutta the following year, He 
lett Presidency in 1915 to found and 
lirect the Bose Research Institute in the 
















nstructed automatic recordersto 
te hisresearch. These instruments 
opable of regstering extremely slight 
nents and produced striking results 
was able to demonstrate the power 
ling in plants, by showing the quiver 
ngotan injured plant. He published two 
important books, Response in the Living 
ind Non Living and The Nervous Mecho. 
f Plants 
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